My grandma might be a witch. Or maybe a witch came and killed her, jumped right into her skin, and is wearing it like it's her own.
A witch can do that, you know. In a blizzard, she says, the devil sometimes shows himself to lost travelers. He looks as human as you or I but the devil never shivers.
If you meet him, don't take a sip from the flask he offers; don't set yourself down by his fire. The liquid that burns down your throat will freeze you from the inside out and the fire that seems to warm your toes is just the trick of a two-bit conjurer, the glow of it hiding the bluish tinge of your dying skin. 
